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Programme 


I 


Old German Spiritual Songs 


1) O Heiland, reiss die Himmel auf (1623). 


O Lord, rend the Heavens asunder, fling wide the 


gates, tear off all locks and 
Heaven. 


bolts ; come down from 


O Earth you shall blossom, all mountains and 


fields shall grow green. O 


Earth, bring forth new 


buds. O Lord, rise from the Harth. 
Then shall we be thankful, O Lord. We shall 
glorify you and bless you ever and everagain. Amen. 


2) Sei nur still (1640) 


Be still my soul and wait on God. 

He knows all your cares and burdens. 
He can banish scourge and rod, 
Bring you joy and honour’s guerdon. 
All must follow on His will, 

Soul, be still. 


3) Der Jager geistlich (1589). 


A huntsman wished to hunt near Heaven’s throne. | 


Whom did he meet there ? 
Virgin. 


The huntsman blows a note on his little horn. 


How lovely it sounds ! 


Be still, my soul, the sun may rise 
Ere you know it, on your morrow 
Onward bravely to the skies ; 
Cast away complaint and sorrow. 
Think all follows on His will, 
Soul, be still. 


Mary, the pure sweet 


‘‘Mary, O gentle Virgin, you are blessed by the 
Lord. Greetings to you, Mary! O Thou blessed 
Virgin, Thou shalt bear a little Child.” 

Mary, the pure and lowly, kneeling she prayed to 


God : ‘‘ Thy will be done.”’ 


4) Ein altes Lobgesang von Christi Himmelfahrt 


Christ, the King of Honour is risen, 
Nelujah. 
Let us sing to praise Him, 
Let us sing to glorify Him, | 
Allelujah. | 


1) Scene aus Faust (Goethe). V Vol. 


The Evil. 

How different it was with you, Gretchen, when, in 
innocence you came tc this altar! And murmured 
the responses from your little prayer book—half 
child, half angel. Gretchen, what is in your head 
now? What evil deed in your heart? Do you pray 
for the soul of your mother, who through your sin is 
now condemned to enduring torture ? Whose blood 
lies at your door? And beneath your heart what 
stirs already, filling you both with apprehension. 


Gretchen. 

Alas! Alas! If I could only get away from the 

thoughts which go round and round...... 
The Chorus, 

Dies irae, dies illa, solvet saeclum in favilla. 
The Evil. 

Horror seizes you! The Trump sounds, the 
graves open and your heart leaps from ashes to fiery 
torture ! 

Gretchen. 

If only I could escape! The organ seems to stifle 

me. The choir oppresses my heart...... 


ON erat ce eR gl Oh aR STS 


el 
Schubert ALON pyre Aaager | | 


The Choir. 


Index ergo cum sedebit, quid-quid latet adparebit, 
nil in ultum remanebit. 4 


Gretchen. , : : 
I cannot breathe! The walls and pillars imprison 
me! Theroofcrushesme! Air! Air! 


The Evil. : 
‘Hide yourself! Sin and shame cannot be hidden. 


Light ? Air? Woe to you! 


The Choir. 
Quid sum miser tunc dicturus, quem patronum 
rogaturus? Cum vix justus, cum vix justus sit 


securus ? 


The Evil. 
The face cf Justice is turned, in its glory, from you. 
The hands of the pure are withheld from you in 


horror. Woe to you! 


The Choir. 


id. 
= J. J. Haw. 


2) Gott im Friihling (Goethe) VII Vol. 


The spring in shimmering garments green He looks on blossoms, they unfold, 
Rose crowned and smiling may be seen The meadow gets new clothes for old, 
Ambassador of heaven. The forest gets new voices. 

The golden hours lead him on The west wind’s dewy breath 

And seat him on his lovely throne Coaxes new life from death, 

That flowers and leaves have given. And every bird rejoices. 


O birds, with song borne on the wing 
My tribute to the Highest bring, 
My songs of hope and greeting. 
Enraptured, my own voice I raise 
With nature’s choir my Lord to praise 
For life so fair and fleeting. 
J.J. HALL, 


3) Leiden der Trennung (Collin). 


The wave leaves the sea, 

With sighs it runs through the flowers of the valley. 
It is moved gently in the spring, 

And, bound in the well, feels pain. 


In the lisping spring, 

In the murmuring brook, 

In the prison of the well, 

The wave longs for the sea, the sea 
From which it came, 

By which it was born, 

From which, tired of erring about, 
It expects sweet rest and peace. 


4) Naturgenuss (Matthisson). VII Vol. 


At twilight the silver spring is murmuring 
through the purple shade of flowers. 
The poplar’s ever changing green is whispering over it. 


I te round about me, but my thoughts travel 
igher, 
State and gold and fame are as toys, O Nature, in 
yon Sanctuary. 


The foreboding of Heaven overwhelms us, if we 
understand your sound of love. 
To cling to your breast, O Nature, gives heavenly joy. 


5) Liebe schwarmt auf allen Wegen (Goethe). VII Vol. 


Love is ardent in her greeting, 
Faith can wait, if others roam ; 
Love’s in every merry meeting, 
* Faith bides quietly at home. 
A. H. Fox STRANGWAYS. 


6) Schweizerliedchen (Goethe). VII Vol. 


Rat 6p awv’r, tap o’ th’ ill thur, Up the goyal, i’ the brimmles 
Whur th’ nestin’ b’rds dii bade, Whur the butterflies maak free 
They was zingin’ an’ a-springin They was skippin’ an’ a-zippin’— | 
I’ thur joy, fur an’ wade. "Twas a brdar zight tii zee. | 
Awv’r yander, i’ th’ orch’rd, An’ whii’d com bai but my awn Jan ? 
They thur awl’ drummledores An’ I’d shaw mun zo gliad 
Was a-b6omin’ an’ a-zéomin’ ’Ow they’m liafin’ an’ a-gaaffin ; 
An’ a-diiin o’ thur chores. Us’d laaf tii, us wiid ! 


A. H. Fox STRANGWAYS. 


IiI 


Hugo Wolf 


1) Uber Nacht. (Julius Sturm). 


Over night, ere break 

Of day comes grief, 

And when thou’rt awake 

You’ll find no relief, 

But wait for the dawn of each morrow 
In tears of anguish and sorrow. 


Over night ere break 

Of day flees sadness, 

And when thou’rt awake 

Then all shall be gladness 

Gone is the dream that did harrow thee 
And joy comes with the morrow. 


Over night, and believe me, 

Joy and sorrow both will leave thee 
And tell the Lord 

Upsoaring on wings of the morrow, 
How thou borest thy sorrow. 


2) Mein Liebster singt. 


My lover sings and bright the moon is gleaming, 
While I listening here must in bed be lying. 

Down nty hot cheeks the scalding tears are streaming, 
I hide my face lest mother see me crying. 

My eyes are dim with weeping all the night, 

My tears blot out the morning light ; 

With ardent longing every pulse is throbbing, 

Blind have I made myself with ceaseless sobbing. 


3) Und steht Ihr friih am Morgen auf 


When in the early morning thou dost rise, 

Thy presence of all clouds doth clear the skies. Upon thy breast thou mak’st the sacred sign, 
The sun is lured upon the hill by thee, And then dost cross that snowy brow of thine ; 
And cherubs all appear most eagerly. Then thou dost bow thy head in silent prayer, 
And bring thy morning raiment unto thee. And ev’ry movement shows thy beauty care. 


Then, when at early mass thou dost appear, What wondrous gifts the Lord hath giv’n to thee 
The people stop to gaze as thou draw’st near. The crown of beauty was awarded thee ! 

The altar lamps do all become alight, Thou’rt verily endow’d with ev’ry charm, 

Their fice kindled by thine eyes so bright. To thee belongs most surely beauty’s palm. 


4) Gesegnet sei das Griin 


How I love green. and who so wears this shade ! 
A dress of green I forthwith will have made. 

The springtime, too, in dress of green is clad, 
Green. is the dress my lov’d one always had. 

The hunter bold a suit of green doth wear, 

My lover, too, in green doth now appear. 

Why green doth surely beautiful each thing, 
And all fine fruit to a green stem doth cling. 


5) Sie blasen zum Abmarsch 


The bugles are calling, sweet mother dear, 

My true love must leave me, oh, stay not the tear. I’m sad as the day which no sunlight has greeted 
And dull sorrows sway the heart, life cheated. 

No more, I pray, now cease thy sighing, 

Oh, would I were lying i’th grave alone. 

My true love has left me to weep and to moan. 


The starts up in heaven scarce have faded away, 

Yet hark ! the guns rattle at break of day. 

He’s off to the fray, 

His knapsack he’ll shoulder, no more he’ll behold her, 
Whose heart’s all his own. 

My true love must leave me to moan all alone! 


6) Ké6pfchen, K6pfchen, nicht gewimmert. 


Comfort borrow ! 

Cease your grieving, your heart of joy bereaving, 
Naught shall fright you, 

Look nor word, lest others slight you, 

Let us God implore and the Giant Christopher. 


Darling eyes ’tween dark locks peeping, 
Half yet closed, as if awaking, 

Stay your tears and cease your weeping, 
Rest your head with sobbing, aching 

From short sorrow, gone before the morrow, 


7) In dem Schatten meiner Locken 


In the shadow of my tresses, my beloved to sleep 
has gone. 

T’ll not wake thee, love, sleep on ! 

By the couch where love erst revelled For me ever beating, bleeding, 

Every morn, I comb my tresses, all in vain, On my burning kisses feeding. 

For love’s caresses and the winds my locks dishevelled. Calls me ‘‘ Vixen ”’ in his anguish, 

Neath my tresses wind dishevelled, And yet at my side he sleeps. 

My beloved to sleep has gone. Fond love vigil keeps and weeps. 


T’ll not wake thee, love, sleep on ! 


And he tells me, fondly pleading, 
How his heart for me doth languish, 


